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HEN the good wife of
Deacon Hazlett died

e first theught of
gelling his farm and
removing to the vil-
dgn, as he had no
one to act os houre- |
keeper for him.

On gecond thought
hoe coancluded to gel
his nieal wnd have
his washing done at

so much per week at widow MI

who owand the farm opposite his, The
deacon was 45 and the widow 40, and

no one gaw any lmpropriety in the
arrangement maae

The deacon had recovered .rom his
grief, a8 all of us do in time, and “i

year had rolled awuy when a

thought came to him one day as he | to buy hogs, chickens, cows und other
was lhoelng corn In the fleld He | things, but he never hought, Hé slmp-
dropped his hoe and leaned his back | Iy sat in the house and talked to U
arainst the fence to digest the | widoy
thought, and after a quarter of an| Then there camie @ day W Yo
hour he found himself rather pleased ; con [Hazlett felt extremely catl d |
with It !with the good lhings of life, lie d
He had known Mre, Miller for six ! g dozen old hens to a buyer for -
or seven years He had been one of | lets: he sold a sheepskln to a pedler
the pallbearerg at her husband I\\llhnu[ the man taking notice that
funeral He Lknew that she was Hnl'illlt'll’- wig a big cut in the pelt; he
of the best cooks in the county and [ traded off a kleking cow for one that
always pared the potatoes thin and [ kept her hind feet on the ground all
saved Lhe apple cores, and that her|through milking, and then sat down
farm was worth §50 an acre Why 'to end the day with a good gupper
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. o T was not that Diana p he might. Perhaps even when hie had
b Wales did not love|spoken so Jightly of Miss Graham he
Guy Streator. To the | had been engaged to her,

contrary Dlana often
inclined to the helley
thal did. The
trouble was that she
was not quite certain
and foy more than a
vear she had Kept
Guy walting for his
answer  while she
made up her mind
“It’s thig way,
“About once a

sne had explalned
I begin to won
der It it s love just liking thal
I fee] for you. | should not want to
marry you only to find out that it was
not love after all, I'm sure yon would
not want to marry a woman who dlid
not love you.”

“I'd be content with a wife
loveqd me gix davs out of seven
starter,” conceded Streatoy cheerfully
but Diana frowned reprovingly

] did not say that I loved you on
the other days,” she peminded him.
“1 sald that every little while I doubt-
It was nice of you to think of me."”

week,

who

sudden |

| not marry her?

|  There was no hurry, however, The
| dencon was getting cheap board and
his shirte starched to his satisfaclion
and it seemed a pity to interrupt the
program. The widow wee a good deal
of a hustler, too, as he had come to
know, and as long as he was only a
bhoarder she would not feel privileged
to hustle him

The corn was only knee high whe .‘:
the deacon came Lo his decigion, but |
It was ready to be cut and ‘Iur-'-u‘l
whén he was renc to take a step |
y further He might not have done it |
Ithen had not Deacon Brockway, who
wus also a widower, come driving out
to the farm much oftener than seceme]
necessary,

Hig excuses were that he wanted

He had vigited Bifialo geveral times
of late. He had told Diana that these
were pusiness trips, hut she was well
acquainted with hig affalrs and she
knew of no busgipness counections he
had in Bufialo

Now Bixely had gone to Buffalo to
vigit his mother, and of course he had
geen the Grahams, for it was while she

wis on a visit to the Bixleys that
Guy had met Mizs Gralinm

Plainly Biglevy had been told of
Guy's engagement to Clemence and

had wired his congratulations. It
was probable that had ehe not seen
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There was custard ple on the table, | expect the wedling to come off on | for three years, and then I ralsed
Custard pie was the deacon’s strong | Thanksgiving Day., Why not? Then | him.’
hold. He had that in mind when he |[ghe had a right to look forward to ‘But T can’t ask him when we are
decided on marriage. He had eaten | Chrigtmas and New Years, hut disap- | to be married,” was the protest.
of the solldg and one piece or pie! pointment wie her lot sgaln, “You needn't say a word. Just go
when the golicitou widow glanced Having uasked for hey heart and /| right along as humble as a cat and
over to his plate and swid hand ind recelved them, the deacon |let me do the planning. I ke the
“Try one more piece of the custard | seemed contént to Keép on  paving | dencon, He's o good man, but he
ple, deacon,’ board \bout the only change that l needs a scare.”
“I don’t care if T do,”” wae the re-}tock place 1o hlm was the fact that! “Maybe he'll agk me to set the day
ply, and he tried it It geemed to | he now helped hlmself to a third plec 1'3 for the first of May."
Ju fit He was leaning baclk in his l of custard pie and wade no excuses ! And mayvbe he'll keep right on till
chiair with his thumbs in the arm- The widow took palns to read him ! he's 70 and never say a word about
holes of his vest when the widow | all the wedding announcements ln‘n, Sarah, evervbody thinks a widow
glanced over again and snld the county paper., but he recelved | a8 sharp as a knife, but they are mls-
“1 took special paing with that ple, | themn with nothing more than a | taken They haven't got the gamp-

l"‘A' on, on your account
vou to another plece.’
“If you don't mind, widder. | never
rd that custard ple hurt anybody
“But vou are paying your board
vou know

I'hat gave the deacon his cue He
ilevaured the pie, look-

let me help

h
o

third plece of

‘Hum!''
determined to hoave the day
but she alwayve back~d out when the | cs
moment arrived to speak
April had come, and the state of |
uncertalnty
Miller's gister arrlved from a town |

contintied, when

There were tlmes when ghe
settled, |

Mrs,

tion of gpring chickens ™

Threa do ateor Deacon RBrockway
ne driving along the road with a
| grin on Lis tace. On this day he did
nol stop, but on the next he did. Dea-
con Hazlett saw him from the fields,
{ but couldn’t get up in tlme to say
{anything.

ed longingly at wl was lelt, and
then brushed the erumbs from his
vest and sald

‘Yee, widder, I'm a boarder, but
there are times when | wish I wasn't.
There are times when 1 wish [ was
closer than a boarder In fact, Mrs.
Miller, I belfeve the best thing we
can do Is to hitch horses. You need
me and 1 need you You've had a
chance to watch me, and I've had a
chance to watch you, and I guess we
won't malie any mistake.'

The widow was clearing off the
table by this time, but she paused to
blush and cast down her eyes, They
always do that, no matter how often
they arve proposed to. She didn't say
right out that she'd necent the deacon
and he glad to do it, but her actions

at

eft him to draw a favorable inferenco
ang he drew it

Three days later, when Deacon
Brockway came driving out to buy

somie more hogs, he was received with
coldness.  Deacon Hazlett met him in
front of the house and said .

Fik 3t AL

DEACON HAZLETT.

He drove past the next day and the
next (and each time he signaled the
housze with his handkerchief).

Deacon Hazlett was now in a per-
turbed state of mind. He sulked, but
he asked no questione. It was appar-
ent that he was Jleaious.

On the dayvs that Deacon Brockway
diq not drive past the farm the two
wonien drove Into the village, and the
alster finally announced that the trap
was ready for the victim, and added:

“Sarah Miler, If you are not a mar-
rled woran within 24 hours, then I'l]
glve up that [ don't even know
oncngh ta wring out a disheloth and
wind up the clock.”

“But ls It Christian-like to de-
celye? ' aalied the widow as she felt
the pricks of conscience.

‘It 18 Chrigtlan-liKke for every wom-
an to get o husband, and If the man
ls un old poke and has to be hurrled
up that isn’t heér fault.””

That day Deacon Brackway stop-
ped it the house and got gafely away
agdin., Alsgo, just at dark he wns seen

“I don't think you need waste any
more time around here."
“Why, what's the matter?’

“I've asked her myself, and ghe's
going to bhe mine

“Then you are a blamed mean
man!'"

“You go on!""

Just what the widow axpected after
that proposal cannot be stated for
certain, but she surely had a right to

10 milea nway
but she wae also a hustler,
hustled for a husband and she would
give out pointers.
Of course gshe pumped for particu-
lars they
were well In hand sne sald
“Sarah, I'm going to lift the deacon
He's just euch & man
. and must he handled
John kept me walting

out of hi
a8 my John wi
the same way.

and got them, and when

boots

Ehe was not a widow,
She had

didving past at full speed

Dencon Hazlett gritted hig teeth
and made up his mind that within the
next day or two he would have a
tolk with the widow and demand ex-
plantions.  He waa too late, however.

At 10 o'clock that evening, just as
he had got to bed. there came a
pounding on the door and a volce
eried out:

“0Q, deacon, but [ can't find Sarah,

the telegram ghe might not have been
told of it for some time.

The first flood of bhitterncss over,
Diana could only elt quietly and try
to reallze the faclt that she had lost
Guy She conld not blame him. He
had waited now for almost 18 months
Guy was anxlous to have a nome of
his own and Clemence Graham was a
very pretty girl, Dlana assured her-
sell,

“WON'T YOU WAIT, MY DEAR, UNTIL HE SPEAKS?"

¢d thnt [ loved yvou at all.*”*

“Don’'t you think it I about
that you came to some conclusion
he asked gently., It 18 more than o
year ago that you prowised Lo glve
e an answer soon,'’

“But how can I answer when 1 do
not know what to say?"” she eried, I
do want to answer you, Guy, but 1
mugt have time to decide.”

“But if you walt too long perhaps

thme

T

I shull change my mind,” sald Guy,
teasingly. “There iz that girl in Buf-
falo, you know. |1 alw was fond of

Clemence Grabham. Perhaps 1 ehall

The gpeculation as to hls actlong
was stopped by the prezsure of & goft
palm against his |ips,

“Don't talk Ike that,”” begged
Diana, and for the moment she was
very certaln that she more than mere-
1y Hked the decidedly good-loking
young man who was so persistent,

Guy turned the conversation and
gave the matter no more thought for
the moment, but It recured to Diana
gome weeks later when she dropped
in ta call upon Guy's mother, She was
very fond of the old lady, and already
Mrs. Stredtor had come to  regard
Diang as a daughter

1t was with no clirfous Intent that
Didang glanced at n telegtam that loy
opened upon the table while her hoa-
tess left the room for a moment, She
was looking for a book, nnd the slip
of yellow paper cought her eve

Whepn Mrs. Streator roturned ghe
found Diana #tanding rigid by the
table, the telegram crumbled in her

hand.

"Whut does thlg mean?"” she de-
manded. “Here 18 a telegram from
Bufralo from Neéd Bixle It ®ays,

‘Have just h

s of your engagement

here, Congratulaticns and best wish-
es.' What {8 the meaning of that?"

Little Mrg, Streator colored and
looked decldedly embarrassed.

“Guy wianted to tell vou about ft
himself,” ghe suid. e will be dread-
fully annoved If I shouild tell you
Won't you walt, my dear, until he
8peéaks? pDon't even let him know

that through niy carclessness
hn\'e seen the message.”

Diann nodded assept, hut as goon
88 poseible she made her adicy and
presoently she 19 homie acain, where
ghe could glve vent to her feellngs,

It was true, then, that Guy had
changed his mind as ue had suggested

you

She gave no heed to the eall to din-
noer and she was still gittlng in the
dark purlor when Guy came in. The
mold had recelved orders alwavs to
admlit him without announcement
and Dlana had not thought to tell her
oltherwlse

He glanced about the darkened
room and cilleq softly to her. There
wid Infinite tenderncss In his tones

Let’'s Laugh

No Social Standing. Often Leotured. Soot Atmosphere
“What do you {hink, Marie?” nx~' Durlng the reunion of gtudenis the “Confound the luck!"™ bLlurted the
elafmed the stee] magnate. *“Our son ! party Legan to recall the absent mom- | 8reat artist as he togsed his brushes
Reginald writes that he Is on hig wed- Lers. about in eonfusion.
ding trip ang hig wife is a paragon.” | And what over hecamo of Bil- ““What I8 tho trouble, dear?'" asked
“A Paragon”" echoed his wife.|kins?" asked one. “Do you remem- | b18 Ilittle wife.
“Dear me! 1 can‘t recall the name of | ber big and lezy Bilking who would “Why, here T had a beautiful ple-

Paragon In the social You |

register,

nugl look her up at once, John, and ! “Yes," replied nnotlier with a smile | tered black p:m}} over half of it. The
en if Reginald hag disgraced himself [ “but Bilkine lstens (o a great many | Work Is ruined.
by marrying Into an inferior family,” | lectures now," ‘Cheer up, dear. Just rub the
b s “Indeed! Reformed, eh?* :i\arl‘i nll‘ ?I\'lt_-r lh;i- (-;\u\'z\a llllmln no!lh-
i - “No-: he is marrled.'” ng 18 visible and then ca t a ple-
Slight Mistake. i tith of Piitsburg.”
“My poor man,” sald the old dady o et
with the corkscrew curls, I was told : Rather Musical, Quarters and Halves
that this was the place to find the | Stubb—*"Among other things found “THesd apartments used to be chll:
great unsaved' 7" in the stomach of & ‘huwwman cstrich’ Bad ‘huvhﬂ"l‘ll': uariers,’ rr\m'lrl(;ﬂ 'vhr
“Almost  right, but not quite, l wias a coll of plano wire. Now, what ciian .'f“-h‘,u uﬁl '“m'(']((,'n“,“" it
muny” responded the dugky wayfaver | o you suppose he swallowed that "Tl.n‘v :]rn)“t need bachelor .‘|(1'||-"|-.r.:
who was waliting hig turn. “Dis ls de | for?" Ay k ey
y now, sir,"” laughed the j: f
place to find de ‘great uushaved,” Penn—"Why, to give hls stomach >-- .\nll why l;l,],:-.“ 8:anitor
“The ‘great unshaved a tone.' e

“Yes, mum, dis ig a barbers' college
and today 18 free shaving day.”

Subdued.

the ‘Most ferocious wild
fn vaptivity’ so qulet today?
nalked the visitor in the circus slde-
show. ‘““Are hls keepers going to prod
him with pitchforks?"

‘Worge than that,"” whispered his
manager. “His wife is coming to pay
him a visit.”

‘Why
man

is

never llsten to a lecture?'

Pertinent Query,

Profressor—*""How long can a man
Hya without brains?"
Pupll—"1 don't know, sir,
9 | How old are you?"

Bright

A War Relic,

“This ring." sald the malden falr,

“‘lg very dear to me;

'"Tis a rolle of a bloodless war—

My firet engagement, See?'

ture of Chicago and now I have spat-

""Because all

halves.™

they have Dettler

Strong Combination

It

Guyer—*Indecd? Going through

Iife by tooth and nall, eh?”

| Oh9 These

dentist married the prelty manicur-

und before she realized ghe was In hls
arme.

“1 do love you, Guy.”
“I do love you. [ loved
time."”

“I'm glad of that,' he #ald tender-
Iy, and there was real gladness in his
Ltones

Suddenly she remembered and drew
stiffly away

“I am sorry,” ghe gald coldly. *“1
forgot for the moment the telegram
from Mr. Bixley."

“You were at the house?" he asked
“Mother sald oothing of that.”

“1 am sorry that I betrayed her,’
sald Diann, contritely. *1 did not
mean to | saw the télegram, and
shin suld you wanted to tell me your- |
walf, I guesged what It was.™ I

“I don’t see how you could,” ||v:
#ald 1o puzzled tones, ‘1 did not dare |
s Speak for fear the matter would fall
through."” I

“I hope you will he very thW"."i
sald Diana. “You told me gome time |
ago that you were thinking of it.” I

Guy drew the gir] to the doorway,
where the light from the hall fell
upon the tear-stalned face.

“You are thinking of Clemence
Grohm?” he asked with a sudden
reallzation of her meaning.

Diana nodded

Thig ‘engugement’ happens to be |
with Clemwence's father,” QGuy ex
plalned. ““They are starting a we
branch, and | am to he the umn.r;m,;

she declared
you all the

sters

similed into the gray eyes that looked

|
down Into her own. “It has shown |
me what a foollsh girl T w Guy. |
Not unti] T thought that I had lost

vou did I reallze how much | red. |
I've been a very silly Uttle girl, Guy, |
but—I know now, dear.” »

with n pronilée of a share In the husl-! “Somebody In Parle has robbed
negs If [ can make the thing a4 suc- [ me,” declared the hostess. firmly.
cess, It was Ned wpo fixed thipngs | “Why, vou can remember the tinie
for me. He 1= to marry Clemence | can’'t you, when you allowed U]ll\'
himae'f I'm gRorry that mother did | about an bour to get ready for "‘
| not explitin all this to you and save | party?  And in 20 minntes you could
‘ vou this worrs | ebange Into street clothes?  And (t

“I'm not,” declared Diana as she | took about five min. tes to do up vour

YOUNG woman in
a correctly trafling,
lanky gown and the
tremendous furs and
mountain platean

vou are trying to get it on your head.
hat who had arrived | looking plece of work, if I do say iL! “After you finish doilng all this
to call on her friend | Now, Adele, vou know perfectly well | you are rendy to take a long, refresh-
was greeted In an ab- t the girl fsn’t born today who can ar-|ing nap, but you can’t because it
stracted wmavner by |range her coiffure inside of 40 min-| would muss your halr!
‘hat young woman. { utes and If she 8tops to curl her hair “In those happy days of old 1
der hostess held In | it takes an hour! wasn't nbll;.:;‘(l to have a different pair
her hand a large “First you have to divide ft all|or stays for almost every gown |
gheet of paper and a pencil, The pa-|around, getting it tangled in the comb own.w].“ 1 :llwn\'s.rucmvd )(0 be the

per was covered with figures.

twists,

jammed in  some

I just brughed it all together on top
of my head and gave it two or three
hairpins,
fluffed it out loosely around the front
and thére I was and a pretty good-

most datage andl fometimes before
you do that you put on an invisible
net which 1s indeed fnvisible when

‘I've the greatest pleec of news to
tel] you!” pegan the girl in the trall-
ing gown. “It's—"

“Adele,” interrupted
“I've been robbed!"

‘Graclous!" eried the caller

what—""

‘As nearly as I can figure It out,”
hégan the young woman with the pa-
per and pencll, “I've lost just 89
bours and 65 minutes no, that's
wlrong 98 hours and a day and a
half extra—well, anyvhow, if 1 don't
know exactly what I've rohbed
of 1 know It'a a bad case of robhery.
sSomebody in Parla Is responsilile!**

The girl iy 1he tralling gown look-

her hostess,

“Who

been

ed _perplexed and o trifle nervous,
“Why, May'" she murmured “Dao
fou feel quite well, dear? Your head

why don't
while? Mavbe
Letter?”

you lle down for a
It would make you feel

I

W
;

ADELE.

same shape, but now If 1 try to put
on a street frock over my morning
gown stays 1 (hink I must have got
hold of the tallor suit of somebody
in the next block! And von have to
wedge yourself luto tlie most a.arm-
ingly intricate things when you put
on a sheath emplre ovening gown!
Nobody wounld think at first glance
that they wu mere stays. They
would guess them to be an alrship,
with all those wings and things to
lace down vour hips. And after you
are in ‘em It takes the whole family
to get vou into the dress. first hecduse
you are go mummified you can’t move
4 muscle to help yourself and next
lecanse the thing is skin-tight and
hooks Invigibly. Peaple are supposed
to think the gown graw on you be-

getting into It unless you were melted
and poured in.
“And It takes precigely as long to

when 1 first began to put up my halr

it off,

halr-
ous sectlons of
i laboriougly make a psyche knot in the
rear and then you adjust somo puffs

Your own

balr

In the procees and breaking a lot of
Then you pln on a rat of zome
gort—of wire or oakum or real false
and then you pln over §t vari-
and

get out of your clotnes as It does to
get In 'em! And after one Is in I can't
sav elie Jooks any better after all her

change styles."”

“Mavie not,” said the caller, po-
litely, though a little bewflderedly,
“But I wanted to tell you that Harrlet

| hair? Dear, dear! Those were hup- | around the gables and attach alis to be marrled on the 10th at 2 In
py daysi: swinging row of tiny breakfast sau-|the afternoon!”

I don’t know,” said the caller, “I | eage pufls around the suburbs and If “1t’1l he an 8 o'clock wedding,”
dgon't thiuk I can remember go far|there are any vacant spaces vou fill | contradicted the hostess.  “Harri
"‘”k'_ . fn with false halr that yon twist and | may sav at 4, but unless the styles

“Why,” sald her hostess, “\Why, puff as the occasion demands, ' irh;mv,n‘: nobody’ll be dregsed until sev-

“Then you have to put in a comb eral hours later!”

and sidecombs where they will do the

l
{

Guonner—"“Big wedding down the

way.'*

Guyer—"Thal's eo? Name the
lucky partles. "

Gunper-—"Why. the well-known

enuke apparently there lg o way of |

troble than she did in the old quick-'

| been acting queerly for the last three

and T fear the worst!"

“What fs {t?" asked the deacon as
he made himself presentable and
opencd the doox,

“Have you notfced that Sarah has

days?"”

“But she hasn't jumped
well!'" he ghouted

“Worse than that, I'm afraid. Dea-
con, can you stand a great shock
a tremendous shock?*

“Woman, what is it!" he whispered
as his face grew white as snow, and
his knees wobbled until he had to sit
down.

“Be a man, deacon, and brace your-
self There are worse things than
Jumplng Into a well. Sarah has—has

into the

“Hung herself in the barn!"

““No. 1 fear she has eloped with
Deacon Brockway!"'

“By thunder!" yelled the deacon a8
he sprang to his feet and the red came
back to his face. “I'll follow them!

earth! Which way did they go?"

‘Toward the villagae. They were to
get married at the ifnn there. O, dea-
con, If you overtale them don’t don't

But the deacon had rushed past her
out of the house, and was on his way
to the barn, Three minutes later he
was astride of the old bay mare and
gsending her along the highway at a
pace she hadn't struck for five years
before.

It was three miles 1o the village,
and he met just one team on the way.
The driver called out a hello to him,
but the deacon answered:. “You go to
the devil!” and continued the pace.

The Iun was gained. There sat tho
wldow. There sal Deacon Brockway.
There sat a4 minister.

With one awful

yank Deacon

Brockway went whirling out doors,
Then the widow was lifted to her feet,
the minister was told to go ahead or
meet his doom, and widow Miller was

Mrs

HI1S will mean a great
deal to you, won't
it?" sald the girl
She glanced smliling-
Iy at the tall young
man, with the cheer-
ful freckled face,
who pérched on the
plazza rall, swinging
hig legs idly to and
fro in the mottled
shadows cast by the

vy vine

“Well, T shonld say so, Helen,” he
replled. “Frankly, I'm nervous. For
the first time in my life 'm under a
suspense that I can scarcely endure.”

0, Radway & Co. are sure to offer
you a good price for the patent., They
can't afford to do otherwlse, I'm
sure.'”

“Lord, T hope so,” said he, fervent-
Iv. “I've pot five good years of my
life into the thing. I've slaved and
worried and all but starved."”

“But you've succeeded at last. That
method of annealing glass should
make your everlasting fortune.”

“Heavens knows, it can't come too

Deacon Hazlett and on her way

{

back In a few minutes,” wnich wasd
flung over his shoulder.

She watched him turn through the,
gate, with a sudden sinking of herd
heart. Somehow In these last few:
minutes it seemed as If he had gone:
completely out of her life—as if in
the twinkling of an eye, all thoeird
years of comradeship counted for!
naught, and that he was a stranger
to her.

Of course he wouid marry. She had
always counted upon such a contin-
gency; but now tuat it was here sha
felt strangely oppressed—very much
alone,

A tear plashed onto the embrold-
ery. She brushed It angrily away;:
then, with a broken sob®she lald her
hedad upon the railing and wept with-|
out restraint

She had dried her eyes and was |
working away industriously, quite as
if nothing unusunl hod happened,
when he came up tho path again :

“Nothing dolog,”” he announced.
‘‘Got a letter from ’em, but they say
they haven't come to any decigion. |
They're making tests. Golng to wire

B0 THEY LEFT IN THE AUTOMOBILEL

\

soon., I've got just £2.17 In the world
Lo see this thing through on."

The glrl laughed  “Never mind,
Bub. You'll hear hefore long. [ have
an Intuition that wen't be denled that
they are going to offer you more than
you expect and =oon, too."

“1 bope your Intultion isn't playing
vou tricks,” sald he.

He plucked a sprig of the vine and
began abstractly stripping the leaves
from It.

“As you say, this thing means a
heap to me,”

“Of course it does!"”

“More than you realize, I talnk

“How go?”

He looked at her keenly. “You and
I have been the best of pals, Helen."
sold he. “I'm going to confide a lit-
tle gecret to you ™

“Is it safe?"” she asked, mockingly.

“I'll take a chance, Say, if they
offer mie $10,000 or better for this

patent of mine, I'm golng to take the
yoke-—matrimony, vyou know.”*

The glrl started. Her Angers tight-
ened about the embroidery frame. The
man on the rail seemed utterly ob-
llvlons to the fact that her face turn-
ed yather white.

“Then [ certalnly hope they'l] offer
you that or more, And I congratulate
you, Bob, with all my heart.”

“1 knew you would,” =ald he easily.

“Am 1 to know the lady’s hame?”’

“Not yet. Be rather awkward,
wouldn't it, if 1 should dlsclose it and
then this whole thing should fizzle.
Be a bit rough on her.”

“Vely possibly,"”

“Jolly fihe girl ghe is. though. 1'in
at lberty to tell you that much. Just
the sort I'll bet voli'd have pieked out
for me. Think I'm wlse, don't yvou?"

“1 certalnly do,” Slie was bending
over her work. She did not care to
have hlm 8ee the pain in her eyes.

“If I win out, i m going to be mar-
rled fight away. We'll take the first
boat for the other #ide, 1'm going to
have that much needed vacation, any-
wiy,'"

“You've sarned it."*

‘So [ think. Everything's all ready.
Got the license in my pocket this min-
ute, nng the rector 18 only walting for
us to run up to the rectory and give
bim the word. Bully old way to be
martied, don't vou think 2"

She smiled bravely at his exuber-
ance. It gurely {8, she declared,

“All that's lacklug now is word
from Radway, Wish he'd get a hus-
tle on.  Hedavens but this walting

gets onto my nerve. | belleve 1’1l run
down (o the post office and see 12 any-
thing has come for me on the after-
noon mail

He slid from the rall and made his
way down the path with a brief: “Be

me what the results are. What makcs»'
your eyes so red?" )

“The lght,” she explained. “It's
very bad hete on the plazza, especial-
ly for this fine work."” i

“Better chuck it for the rest of the
afternoon, then,” he counseled. “Tal
to me. [ need it.
this walting."

She laid pside the embroldery and
they talked llghtly of trivial matte
until the sun was going down behingd
the hills.

Finally he pulled out his wateh.
“Deir Moses!” sald he, “‘how this aft-
erncon has spllled away. It's 6 al-
ready. I must trot. Can I run ove
after dinner?"

“Is It quite fair to—to the girl
you're golng to marry to spend so
much of your tlme with me?"

He looked at her keenly. Then ho\]

I'm half crazy wit

ade
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laughed. "0, that's all right. She
won't mind, I think. [I'll be over at|
7:30, if nothing breaks loose.”

At 7:30, however, he did not come,
nor at 8, nor at all that evening, She
went to bed, tired, unnerved, angry!
with herself and utterly mliserable.

In the morning she made a resolu-
tion o put him out of her mind, and
to tell him he must not come to her
as much as he had in the past. !

She would forget him, that wasl
best,  Yet her heart was strangely
heavy, when it 10 o'clock she went
I to the plazeza to awalt his coming. He
always came just after mail time.

Ten o'clock came—11-—11:30, and
still he did not come. She was awara
of a terrible gépse of loneliness, Her
lip was quilvering, but gravely she
képt back the tears.

Then suddenly came the rapid beat
of u throbblng engine; a motor car
whirled up the drive, took the turn
on two wheels and stopped at the end
of the pinzza. She saw him spring
out and come tumbling up the steps.

“They've taken it.” he bawled In
trlumph. “Had to go over there last
night and talk with old Radway him-
velf, Thiz morning he wires It's all
right. They're golng to glve me ity
thousahnd, Hustle up now and pack up
whitt things you can lay your hands
on. We've got juat time to get to the
rectory and have the koot tled, and
then If we bredak all speed laws get-
ting over to Hoboken we can just
about make the Kronptrinz. She sails
at 2.
“Huh! You? 0Of course it's you.
Who else? Muarry anybody else? Say,
that's rieh! Hustie up, dearle. Put in
whatever vou can quickest, and any-
thing you forget we'll buy in London.
I'm going to call up the rector and
tell him to be ready for us with the
shortest service that's legal,

So they left In the automobile,




